SIR PHILIP SIDNEY and FULKE GREVILLE

From Arcadia Book III, 1598

0 words, which fall like summer dew on me;
0 breath, more sweet than is the growing bean \
O tongue, in which all honeyed liquors be j
0 voice, that doth the thrush in shrillness stain :
Do you say still this is her promise due :
That she is mine, as I to her am true ?

Gay hair, more gay than straw when harvest lies;

Lips, red and plump as cherries' ruddy side;

Eyes, fair and great like fair great ox's eyes;

O breast, in which two white sheep swell in pride;
Join you with me to seal this promise due :
That she be mine, as I to her am true.

But thou, white skin, as white as curds well pressed,
So smooth, as sleekstone-like, it smooths each part)
And thou, dear flesh, as soft as wool new-dressed,
And yet as hard as brawn made hard by art 3
First four but say, next four their saying seal,
But you must pay the gage of promised weal,
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I, with whose colours Myra dressed her head,
I, that wear posies of her own hand-making,
I, that mine own name in the chimneys read
By Myra finely wrought, ere I was waking;
Must I look on, in hope time coming may
With change bring back my turn again to play?
I, that on Sunday at the church stile found
A garland sweet, with true-love knots in flowers,
Which I to wear about mine arm was bound,
That each of us might know that all was ours;
Must I now lead an idle life in wishes?
And follow Cupid for his loaves and fishes?
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